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Nemo 


Author's Notes: 
This probably in no way fits into the timelines for Metallica or Marilyn Manson, but please forgive me and 
bear with me. Had to write this. Everyone in this story belong to themselves and | hope they never, ever read 


this. 


The first time Lars Ulrich noticed Twiggy Ramirez, he saw grainy footage of Marilyn Manson playing on 
television and thought, That bassist is the hottest chick lve ever seen 


He put Manson's mysterious bassist out of his mind for a long time after that; he was with Skylar, after all, 
and anyway, he wasn't Fred Durst, he wasn't going use the media to try to hookup with other musicians. He 
didn't think about Twiggy again until he ran into Trent Reznor at an industry party, months later. Reznor was 
raving about this band he'd signed to his label, Marilyn Manson, and Lars' eyes lit up. 


James was standing at Lars‘ elbow, looking bored as Lars managed to corner Reznor. "Hey," Lars said, "what's 


the name of the bassist in Manson's band? You know, the really hot girl." 


Reznor's expression was thunderstruck "That's Twiggy," he said, in a slow and deliberate tone. "Twiggy is a 


guy.” 
James snorted some of his drink up his nose. Lars glared at him, feeling his face flush hot. "I knew that!" Lars 


stammered in a lame attempt to cover his ass. "I just -- uh..." 


Reznor narrowed his eyes, as if to ask Lars if he really expected anyone to believe that. A moment later they 
were beseiged by publicists wanting to speak to Reznor, so Lars and James backed off. "Don't say a word," 


Lars hissed as James snickered at him. "Not a goddamn word!" 


Lars had a trick he used when he wanted to think about something while pretending he wasn't thinking about it; 
he thought about it in Danish. This was where he categorized Twiggy Ramirez, under udspekuleret, which could 
mean a few things in Danish, but particularly sly or cunning. So that was where Twiggy in all his adrogynous 
glory lived in Lars' brainspace, and after a while Lars could even see the humor and smile about it a litle. His 
trick worked. 


(This wasn't a particularly good trick, Lars acknowledged, but still) 


Six months later, Twiggy Ramirez walked right out of the realm of hypothetical and into Lars' life in blazing 
Technicolor. Lars was at another party, and he'd been trapped in the kitchen for the last fifteen minutes 
listening to James talk to someone's cousin's best friend's neighbor about customizing motorcycles before he 
was able to bail. He was feeling pleasantly buzzed from his drink, and not wanting to lose the buzz to the 
pounding music someone was playing way too loud in the living room, ducked into a dark room, hoping to finish 


his drink in peace and quiet. 


Lars shut the door behind him and turned around, back pressed to the door, to find Twiggy Ramirez staring 
dead at him. A flickering lamp provided the room's dim illumination Lars froze in shock. Twiggy flicked an errant 
dreadlock out of his face. Oh wow, he stil looks like a girl was all Lars could think "Oh shit, did | interrupt 
anything?" he blurted out. 


Twiggy cocked his head to one side, and maybe Lars was imagining it, but he looked a little amused. If he 
recognized Lars, he didn't show it. He turned and began teasing at a scrap of wallpaper, which seemed to be 


what he was doing before Lars rudely burst in on him. 


"You shouldn't do that, whoever owns this house is gonna be pissed," Lars told him, edging closer. This close up, 
he could see Twiggy was wearing makeup, freakishly white makeup, and his eyes were outlined starkly in 


eyeliner and mascara. 


"This is my house," Twiggy said. He tore off the strip of wallpaper, folded it carefully, as though it were 


something of great importance, and secreted it away in one of his pockets. 


‘Oh, uh, sorry." Lars was beginning to feel like a gold medalist in awkwardness. Forging ahead bravely, he decided 


to properly introduce himself. "I'm Lars from Metallica and --" 


"I know who you are," Twiggy mumbled over him. He climbed onto the bed at the far corner of the room and 
sprawled on his back. He patted the mattress next to him, which Lars took as some kind of invitation Privately 
wondering how many drugs the other man had ingested, but not wanting to look like more of an asshole, Lars 
perched on the edge furthest from Twiggy. He was now close enough that he could smell Twiggy; he smelled 
like alcohol and some kind of hair product, and something powdery that was probably makeup, and beneath that 


the rank smell of Auman 
He wondered how long it had been since Twiggy took a shower. 


Silence fell, and its crash was deafening. / need to say something Lars thought, and so he opened his mouth and 


what came out was, "I totally thought you were a girl." 


His mouth clicked shut. Twiggy didn't blink. Mortified, Lars tried to turn it into a joke. "Hah! Isn't that funny?" 
he asked in a strained voice that seemed to plead for Twiggy to find it funny. 


Twiggy turned his head towards where Lars was sitting, and his dark hair framed his pale face, and his eyes 
and his mouth and everything about him was beautiful. A thousand forbidden words in Danish danced through 
Lars' head. "Don't take it the wrong way, | like girls!" Lars said, and bit his tongue hard enough to hurt. 


Twiggy sat up, and he seemed to think for a moment. "I like girls," Twiggy told him. Then his lips quirked into a 
smile. "I like boys, too." 


“That's... nice," Lars said lamely. He almost added, /m sure boys like you, but was able to stop himself. Twiggy 
looked almost friendly with a smile on his face, the shadows clinging to his features and causing even more 
contrast alongside his ghoulish makeup. Lars desperately tried to think of something to talk about, so it would 
seem more like they were having a conversation and less like Lars was sharing a bed with Marilyn Manson's 


slutty-looking and apparently bisexual bassist and admiring his looks. 


"So, uh, where are you from?" Lars asked him. He would know this already if he had thought to ask Trent 


Reznor, if he had cared enough to ask him. 

Twiggy's smile fell. "Florida," he said, and plucked at his badly ripped stockings. "Just somewhere in Florida." 

‘lm from Denmark," Lars told him, but Twiggy didn't squeal and say "How cool!" like some people did, like 
Denmark was so exotic. Actually, Twiggy didn't react at all. He sat there for so long that Lars wondered if he'd 
fallen asleep sitting up and with his eyes open, and then suddenly blurted out, "Can | tell you about my mom?" 
"Your mom?" Lars parroted. "| guess so." 

"My mom danced in cages," Twiggy said. Lars' eyebrows knit together at that confession, but Twiggy went right 


on ahead, as though it was a given that his mother was a cagedancer. "She used to follow around Mountain and 


the Kinks on tour. | don't know who my dad was. Maybe he was Ray Davies or Leslie West." 


As it happened, Lars had met Ray Davies not that long ago, and he struggled to pull some memory of the 
guy's features to mind, to compare them with Twiggy's strange and alluring face. But his mind was blank. 
Twiggy sat before him, a groupie's son who had somehow stepped into his father's shoes, whoever his father 
was. There was some kind of poetry to this, something about full circles, but Lars couldn't think clearly. Lars 
thought about his own childhood in his parent's fashionable home, their fashionable friends, and thought, What 
do | even have fo falk about with to this guy? 


Twiggy flinched and then began digging around in the covers of the bed, searching for something. Lars almost 
backed away, unsure of what Twiggy might be hiding under there, but a moment later Twiggy pulled out a 
small tape recorder. He seemed very proud of it. He mashed at the buttons, and the recorder wailed, then hit 


another button and held the recorder to Lars’ lips. "Do you want to kiss me?" Twiggy asked. 


"Do I--" Lars began to say, but was cut off by the sudden pounding on the door which seemed to echo in his 
own heartbeat. He sprang off the bed like he'd been caught doing something naughty, and backed towards the 
door, keeping his eyes on Twiggy as though the other man might disappear if he weren't watched Lars groped 


for the door knob. The door came open, almost dumping him into James‘ arms. 


"What the hell, I've been looking for you," James said, but then he looked up and saw Twiggy sitting on the bed, 
tuggling the coverlet up to his chest like a girl trying to cover her nakedness. The tape recorder sat forgotten 
on the pillow beside him. James stared at him, then swiveled his head to stare at Lars, who tried and failed to 


look innocent. 


"I gotta go," Lars told Twiggy apologetically. Twiggy responded by waving both hands frantically in something 
that might've been a goodbye. Then James hustled them both down the hallway. 


Its not what you think," Lars said, but James shot him a look that seemed to say, What do you think Im 
thinking? They made it out to the car before Lars said, "I didn't know we were at Twiggy Ramirez's house.’ 


James set his jaw. "We weren't." 

Oh Lars thought about the hole in the wallpaper and the no doubt interesting smelling bed, and cringed. 

It was almost a year later before Lars ran into Twiggy again This time it was backstage at an awards show, 
and he spotted Marilyn Manson himself first. Manson was hard to miss, as most six foot plus guys wearing a 
corset would be. Twiggy was tagging along behind Manson, a bass guitar clutched in his hands. Lars swaggered 


up to them. 


"Hi there, how's it going," he said, noticing how Manson's eyes flitted over him. Manson seemed to dismiss him 
right away, and Lars got the impression that he was just a bit player in Manson's mental saga of his life. 


Twiggy however looked brighter and cleaner than Lars had expected. "I missed you," he said, as though they 


were old pals who hadn't seen enough of each other recently. "I still have the tape we made." 


Heat flooded Lars' face at that comment, but if Manson thought anything was odd about his bandmate making 
some sort of tape with a member of Metallica, he didn't let on. Hey, maybe that was normal for them. Maybe 
Twiggy made all sorts of tapes with other musicians. Maybe they played them and got a good laugh at how 
Lars freaked out over the possibility of kissing Twiggy. Ha ha fucking ha. 


‘lm glad to hear that," Lars told Twiggy with all the sincerity he could muster. Twiggy was wearing a yellow 
dress several decades out of date, and Lars valiantly tried not to check out his legs. "If you've got time later, 
we ought to--" but people started running around them excitedly, and something was about to begin. Lars 
stole a pen off a guitar tech, then scrawled his phone number on Twiggy's arm for want of anywhere else to 


write it. Then he hustled back to his own seat and sat down, waiting for the show to begin 


After Marilyn Manson's performance, Twiggy began attacking random bits of the set with his bass guitar, 


Lars' phone number now a runny mess down his arm. 


A few days later, Lars and Skylar were having breakfast. Or Skylar was having breakfast, while Lars stared off 
into space while his eggs got cold. Skylar whistled and waved her hand in front of his face. "Earth to Lars!" 


Lars shook himself, embarassed. "Sorry, | was just thinking about something." He didn't want to admit that he 
was sitting there across from his wife and daydreaming about Twiggy fucking Ramirez. Skylar was watching 
him suspiciously, so Lars said, "Not about a girl, | swear." 

Twiggy only kind of boked like a girl. It wasn't a lie. 

It was three months to the day when Twiggy called. 

Lars awoke to his phone ringing off the hook. He grabbed the alarm clock first, grunting when he saw that it 
was four o'clock in the morning. Had to be an emergency. Even his family in Denmark knew not to call at this 
hour. So he answered the phone and moaned, "What's wrong?" into the receiver. 

An odd rustling sound, like the other phone was being rubbed against fabric, and then Twiggy's voice, "Lars." 
That was all. Just his name. Lars was instantly awake. "You have my number?" he said dumbly, because 
obviously Twiggy had his number because he wouldn't be calling him otherwise. Lars didn't know why his IQ fell 
by twenty points whenever he tried talking to Twiggy. 


"You gave it to me." 


"Ah, yeah. | did" A million questions went through Lars' mind: Where are you? Are you on tour? Do you need 


bail money? What fime zone are you in? Skylar rolled over next to him in bed. Lars glanced at her guiltily. 


He clutched the phone and whispered, "Are you okay?" 


‘lm alive," Twiggy answered, followed by a soft puff of breath into the phone, which was not even an answer. 
Lars rubbed at his eyes with his free hand. Maybe it was an answer. Lars got a mental image of Twiggy, a 
dirty little kid with hair too long, of unknown and unknowable rock star paternity. Maybe being alive was as 
okay as Twiggy ever got. 


"| don't even know your real name," Lars wondered aloud. 

Several seconds of breathing followed by a softly murmured, "I worshipped you as a kid. | took a photograph of 
your number on my arm. | would've given -- | would've done--" and then the words trailed off. Another few 
seconds of rustling fabric, and then the phone clicked. Lars sat holding the phone, listening to dead air, until 
Skylar mumbled, "Who was that?" 


"| don't know," Lars confessed. 


